Tarmac pools 


A whole lexicon of frustrassion is reflected in the dirty melt pools 
which camouflage the road forward - squares, circles and letters 
scored out before anyone has the time or patience to decipher 


the ambition of expression suggesting a ‘new world order’ 
set right or gone wrong... 


A wealth of consumer opportunities to plug the holes of easy passage 
between state control and the individual pinball game of images 
seems at odds to the contents of the winter-cracked tarmac pools 


so polluted with dirt that even the shallow depth hides 
from revealing the truth... 


These hopeful questions you may ask: 


Could all these pools join like a canal to the emerald city? 

Can the graffiti be punched into a text message? 

What if the air smelt of pine-fresh energy and not fuel spent? 


How much deeper will we be able see into the water for signs 
of opportunity and fulfillment for the young dreamer? 

Or is the vison better suited to purchase-people and cousin nihilist? 
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